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was exhibited at the Royal Hibernian
Academy while I was a student at a life
class there, and I was miserable for days.
I found no desirable place, no man I could
have wished to be, no woman I could have
loved, no Golden Age, no lure for secret
hope, no adventure with myself for theme
out of that-endless tale I told myself all
day long. Years after I saw the Olympia
of Manet at the Luxembourg and watched
it without hostility indeed, but as I might
some incomparable talker whose precision
of gesture gave me pleasure, though I did
not understand his language. I returned
to it again and again at intervals of years,
saying to myself, " some day I will under-
stand "; and yet, it was not until Sir
Hugh Lane brought the Eva Gonzales to
Dublin, and I had said to myself, " How
perfectly that woman is realised as distinct
from all other women that have lived or
shall live " that I understood I was carry-
ing on in my own mind that quarrel between
a tragedian and a comedian which the
Devil on Two Sticks in Le Sage showed
to the young man who had climbed through
the window.
There is an art of the flood, the art of